Animus facit nobilem 


by Adlnventum 


Category: Halo 

Genre: Hurt-Comfort, Sci-Fi 

Language: English 

Characters: Jorge-052 /Noble Five, SPARTAN-B312/Noble Six 

Status: Completed 

Published: 2011-02-13 01:30:33 

Updated: 2011-02-13 01:30:33 

Packaged: 2016-04-26 23:09:44 

Rating: K+ 

Chapters : 1 
Words : 1,370 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: During the Pelican ride through a ravaged New Alexandria, 
Six thinks back on her time with Jorge. Oneshot; features "my" 
femISix. This was supposed to be for Valentine's, but it's too... 
well, you'll see. 


Animus facit nobilem 

_I know it's selfish to dwell on the dead. Wasteful, even. That's 
what Mendez always told us, me and every other teary-eyed orphan in 
Beta. Is that what he told you, too, back when you were a kid? But I 
can't get this out of my head. You shouldn't have given me your dog 
tags... every time I feel them tangling up with mine, I get this 
tight feeling in my throat. It's starting to hurt now._ 

_ I made it to civilization, or at least what's left of it, nine days 
after you... left. Got pretty banged up in reentry, but we're made to 
get banged up and keep going, I guess. The horizon was burning, and I 
kept glancing up at the sky, though I don't know what I was really 
_looking_ for. Maybe that beautiful white-on-purple cloud you made 
when you took out that supercarrier's midsection. Yeah. Bet it looked 
like a star to everyone down below. _ 

_ (I didn't cry when you threw me off and I didn't cry when I watched 
you go, but after I woke up on the ground and realized I was by 
myself, it hit me and I couldn't hold back.)_ 

_ I feel guilty now. Spent so many years as a shadow I forgot what it 
meant to be a person. I didn't say enough. I watched how you and the 
others interacted, and it scared me when I figured out I was studying 
all of you so I could do it, too. Emile was wrong when he said you 
forgot what you were. Spartans like me, and maybe him, are the ones 
that forgot we're human beings and not tools or weapons like assault 
rifles and grenades. I'm glad you reminded me of what and _who_ I 
am ._ 



_ Were we friends? I like to think so. I like how our numbers were 
always side by side: 5 and 6. Sure, I got paired up with Kat and Jun 
on a couple ops, but we were a team within a team. You said you had 
my back, and I believed you. Trusted you. Did you know that? I've 
spent most of my life reading between the lines; after so many years 
as an expendable number, I got good at figuring out ulterior motives. 
There wasn't any of that in Noble. Especially not in you. You laid 
down covering fire when I needed it, and you caught me when I fell. 
I'll never forget that._ 

_ I think you trusted me, too. You didn't voice a single misgiving 
when I climbed into the Sabre's cockpit, like you knew I could take 
care of both of us. I showed them what I could do, just like you 
said. Would you have been so encouraging if you'd known I was 
ferrying you to your death?_ 

_ (I remember how you clapped me on the back after we took back Sword 
Base. Not many people, even Spartans, have ever done that. It's like 
they're afraid I'll reach out and snap their neck. You treated me 
like a human, not a thing. You were good to everyone in Noble, even 
Emile . ) _ 

_ I've seen a lot of planets fall. Reach should have just been 
another name to add to a long list, but now it's personal. I'm 
sitting in the back of this Pelican now, watching skyscrapers burn as 
the rain falls in sheets, and it's like watching a deep wound bleed 
out. I'm glad you're not seeing this. You considered every inch of 
this planet as your home and did everything you could to protect it. 
To see what's become of it now... it would break your heart. I'm glad 
you weren't with me when I first came to New Alexandria, either. I 
watched people getting butchered by Brutes because there weren't 
enough Army units left to save everyone. I saw a transport with six 
hundred civvies on it get shot down, and nobody could do a damn thing 
about it. And I _cared._ I cared because I knew you would have cared. 
I've changed since I joined this team, since I met you. It hurts, but 
it's good that it hurts. I still have a heart after all._ 

_ (I had to tell Kat you didn't make it. Her voice fell, though she 
tried to hide it. You're being missed a lot right now.)_ 

_ You told me to tell them to make it count, and I will once I think 
I can do it without my voice breaking. Right now all I can do is sit 
here and stare out the back of this bird, thinking these melancholy 
thoughts. I feel... lonely. Crazy, right? The "lone wolf" is lonesome 
now. All I have for company is the pilot and the Banshees skulking in 
the shadows of tall buildings. They're not exactly talkative right 
now ._ 

_ All right, I admit it, I'm angry that you had to go play hero and 
leave me to deal with all this. I did the one thing no Spartan is 
ever supposed to do: I got attached. And now that the attachment has 
been severed, it stings and I'm all out of ointment. I should have 
ordered you not to do what you did. I could have. But I remembered 
how you sounded when Dot told you there was nothing you could do for 
Dr. Halsey. I let your feelings get to me, and now I'm sitting here 
wondering why the hell I let you fire that Slipspace bomb. I wish we 
could have known it wouldn't make a difference. Then you'd be here 
with me and I wouldn't be sulking like a petulant child-_ 


No . 



_ No, you _had_ to do what you did, because that's who you are. Were. 
Even if it didn't change the fact that an entire fleet was incoming, 
it did change something. Now I have a reason to care about what's 
happening. I'm going to finish what you started and fight until I 
fall over dead for this rock because it's what you would do and I'm 
not about to let your sacrifice be in vain. You gave me a purpose, 
Jorge. I'm not just Noble Six anymore. I'm a human being who's going 
to fight for humanity and show the Covenant how pissed off one 
Spartan can get when someone she cares about is taken away. They want 
Reach? They'll have to go through me first. _ 

_ A part of you will always be with me. Not just these dog tags, 
either. It's like you're somehow still here, like all the little bits 
of you left over from the explosion got into the atmosphere and 
_became_ Reach. It's sad because the planet is dying now, and soon 
there won't be anything left to fight for. I know this. We're just 
buying time right now, cleaning house as much as possible so more 
people can get out. Can we win? Maybe. I don't know. Perhaps I'm in 
denial ._ 

_ There has to be a reason for all this. A reason why you had to 
leave us... leave me. That's all I'm holding onto right now. It's a 
slick edge, but my fingers are dug in and I'm not letting go till I'm 
dead ._ 

_ I remember what you after I said firing the bomb would be a one-way 
trip. "We all make it sooner or later." I hated hearing it at the 
time, but now it's actually a comfort. I don't know where the trip 
ends, but I hope you'll wait for me there. I'm tired of being a lone 
wolf. When I go, I want to know I'll find you on the other side._ 

_ Can you do that for me?_ 

_ I know you can. You said you had my back. I'm holding you to that 
now ._ 


End 
f ile . 



